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HY, 3 hou d you be ſur- 


You have 2 des Scandaliz'd F 
The mjur'd Town already knows 
The 1 Scoundrel Author of 25 Proſe; 
A /illain, whom the Rope ſupplies 

With Monthly-Sentenc d Sacrifice! 

Who never yet proceeded further, 

Than a Laſt Speech or Bleddy Murtber ! 

Whoſe Preſs is but the common Stews 

Of Grubſtreet-lays, and lying News, Compos'g 


An infamous poor N—5-M-ng-r, who wrote Notes 
5G. F=—=xx-x's Petition, and printed the ſame. 
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Compor'd of uncorre&ed Scraps, 
To Rob the Publick of their Raps] 
Juſtice may keep your Hand in Awe, 
Neceſſity will have no Law: _ 
Tas this that made him Prim his Traſh, 
Defy the Legiſlature's Laſb, 
L And risk the Forfeiture of Ears, 
| To pay his Belly it's 4rreavs. 1 
/ Fox who wou'd ſpare a little Leather, 
To keep both Neſb and Bones together, 
Since it's allow'd in ev ry Art 
The Whole is nobler than a Part ? 
So Beavers bite, when cloſely age bf 
Some Members off, to ſaye the Reſt. 
II Penury provok d the Slave, 
To publiſh Lies, and play the Knave, 
Why ſhou'd it give you Diſcontentment ?I 
The Raſcal is below Reſentment, 
What Lordly Lyon, bent to feaſt, 
. Encounters with the braying Beaſt ? 
What 1/aftiF ever rais d his Fur, 
Mov'd by the Barking of a Cur ? 
Wou'd yau avoid the ſervile Gibe 
Of Him, and all his hungry Tribe ? 
Give up the Buſineſs, which you follow, 
Forſake the Service of Apollo. f 
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What Man of Genius ever roſe 
In any Art, without his Foes ? 
Can any future Poets hope, 
To Copy after W — r or P———>ex, 
And not expect to meet with Medlies 
Of Blackmores, Denniſes, and Smedlies ? 
In vain ſhall Learning intercede, 
In vain ſhall Wit and Virtus plead; 
For Envy is a Kind of Ferret, 
That's ever hunting after Merit; 
An Elf- Shot, that, to ſtrike it dead, 
| Is level'd chiefly at the Head 

a Behold, above the common Herd, 
A + Man of Merit is prefer'd ; 

Whole Probity is unarraign'd, - - KEY a 45 
Whoſe Worth intrinſic and unftain'd ; 
Whoſe Eloquence is of a Piece | 
With what was heard in antient Greece: 
Cry Whoop ! the City's in Alarms, 
And all the Scriblers up in Arms; | = 
While he indignant of their Lays, i Sabi I 
Intent upon his Maker's Praiſe, 1 
And proud his Orders to perform, 
6 Moves calmly on amidſt the Storm, , 


As 


+ Doctor Do—L—xy, | Fl 
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As, freſh beneath the vernal Show'rs, 

A Garden blooms with fragrant Flow'rs; 
So well diſpos'd in ev'ry Part, 

That Nature ſeems to. vie with Art, 
But often, round about the Edge, 

Is choak'd within 4 Briar-hedge; 

So Men of Merit have a Pack 

Of ſnarling Blockheads at their Back, 
That thruft their Malice ſtill between, 
For fear their Talents ſhou'd be ſeen. 

Tis ſaid by ſome, the Gods provide 
'Theſe Inſtruments, to check our Pride; 
To make us Meck, and let us know 
TH' imperfect State of Things below ; _ 
That Hope and Fame, aud Joy's a Flaſh, 
Which Pain and Diſappointment daſh. 
Achilles, who cou'd boaſt his Line 
(As Homer ſings) of Birth divine, 

Whoſe Breaſt defy'd the pointed Steel, 

Was Vulnerable in the Heel. 
Loet Men of Parts apply the Story 

To Fame, as a Memento Mori. 

But you object, I give the Hint | 
To thoſe, who Write, and you but Print; „„ 
You get Materials ready wrought, | 
And only dreſs the Poct's Thought: 
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Agreed : but can you hope to thrive 

By Vu, while Dunces are alive, 

And yet avoid the puny Rage 

Of all the Scriblers of the Age 

For as of old the Charioteer, 

The warlike Courſers wont to Steer, 

The Hero's Fortune often found, 

And fell, and falling bit the Ground; _ 

So Printers of the modern Date | 

Muſt hope to ſhare the Author's Fate. 
The only Shield you can oppoſe 

Againſt the Darts of dirty Foes, 

Is but to prove ſerenely Jullf . 

Sincere and ſteady ta your Truſt; __ 

Nor uſher Nonſence into Town, 

Tho' writ by one, that wore a . 

Deſpiſe the Menaces and Bolts 

Of all the Academic Dolts ; 

I mean the Cabaliftic Throng, 

That give no Right, and take no Wrong ; 

Thoſe Strangers to the Ways of Truth, 

Who prey upon the Sins of Youth ! 

Thoſe mock-Philoſophers, who put 

Their Summum bonum in the Gut! 

With plodding ſupercilious Looks, 

And ſhallow Inſight into Books, 
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Exert their Tyranny on Slaves, 
And favour none, but Fools or Knaves ! 
Who in their Boſoms nurture Malice; 
Yet once a Month approach the Chalice ? 
In thy Integrity perſiſt, ; 
Nor reck thy vile Antagoniſt ; 
But leave the wretched Ca cou co, 

To rail at Wit, and print for Hu co. 
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